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jected.    It was difficult for him to speak, he was so short of breath.
He screamed three or four times while I was in the room.    He called
aloud " Murder " twice.    He asked me to rub one hand.    I found
the left hand stiff.    It appeared to be stretched out as though the
fingers   were   something  like   paralysed.     It   did   not   move.     It
appeared to me to be stiff all the way up his arm.    I did not rub
him very long.    The stiffness did not appear to be gone after I had
rubbed him.    During the time I was rubbing his hands Palmer was
in the room.    Cook was conscious while this jerking of the body
was going on.    He recognised Palmer when he came in, and said,
" Oh, Palmer, I shall die," or " Oh, doctor, I .shall die."    Palmer
replied, " Oh, my lad, you won't."    Palmer then left to fetch some-
thing, and asked me to stay by the bedside with him.    He returned
in a few minutes, during which time I merely stood by the bedside.
Be brought back with him some pills.    He gave him something else,
but whether he brought it with him or not I do  not know.    He
gave him a drop from a wineglass after giving him the pills.    Cook,
when he took the pills, said he could not swallow them.    At Palmer's
request  I gave  Cook  a teaspoonful -of toast and water,  which he
took.    When I gave it him from the .spoon his body was then jerking
and jumping.    He snapped at the spoon like that  [describing it]
with his head and neck, and the spoo-n was fast between his teeth.
It was difficult to  get ifc away.    He seemed to bite it very hard.
While this was going on the water went down his throat and washed
the pills  down.    Mr.   Palmer then  handed  him the  draught from
the wineglass.    It was something liquid, and the wineglass was three
parts   full with  a  liquid  of  a  dark,   heavy-looking   nature.    Cook
drank it.    He .snapped at the glass just the same as he did at the
spoon.    He swallowed the liquid, which was vomited up immediately.
I supported his forehead with my hand while he vomited.    The stuff
he vomited smelt, I should think, like opium.    Palmer said that he
hoped the pills were not returned, and he .searched for the pills with
a quill.    He said, c< I cannot find the pills."    After this Cook seemed
to be more easy.    This second attack lasted about half an hour, or
it might be more.    He appeared to be conscious during the whole of
^that time.    He asked Palmer to feel his heart after he had got more
composed.    I do not know whether he did so or not.    Palmer made
some slight remark as to its being all right, or something of that
kind.    I left Cook and Palmer about three o'clock in the morning.
Cook was dozing when  I left him,   and Palmer was  asleep in the
easy-chair.

I next saw Cook again about six o'clock on the Tuesday morning.
I .said, " Has Mr. Palmer gone? " and he -said, (t Yes; he left a
quarter before five." I asked him how he felt, and he said he had
been no worse since I left him in the morning. He asked me if
I had ever seen any one suffer such agony as he was in last night,
and I said no, I never had. I asked " What do you think was the
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